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Give in to Lust 


“If you weren't celibate," Johnny breathed against his lips while hunkering over him on all fours, “I'd trace the 
curve of your lips with the tip of my tongue, and each time | licked your upper lip, you'd be gasping for air, 
surprised at the intensity of the sensation" 


He turned his head to whisper against the corner of his singer's tightly shut mouth. 
“lf you weren't celibate, I'd lovingly stroke your hair, letting my fingers glide to the nape of your neck, 


caressing it until | heard you purr under my hands." 


Morrissey stared at a spot on the ceiling and didn't move. Johnny licked his lips before he continued. 

“If you weren't celibate, I'd let my breath ghost over your neck to tease you, making you squirm in 
anticipation, making you beg me to bite you. 

And if your breathless ‘Please, Johnny, oh please‘ sounded nice enough, I'd let my lips travel to that spot 
where your shoulder meets your neck, and I'd nibble at it and ask you ‘Right here? and you'd nod, unable to 
speak, and I'd ask again, ‘What do you want me to do, Moz? and you'd whisper, ‘just.please’ and I'd grin at your 
shyness, and then | would bite you, all of a sudden, firm but still gentle, and you'd gasp loudly, the bite being 
so unexpected, and so sensual. 

You could hardly take another one, but I'd bite you once more, making you gasp again, telling me with this 


sound that it felt good, that you liked it 


Johnny let his face wander a bit to the right, so he could whisper directly into Morrissey's ear. 

"| would notice your accelerated breath, and tauntingly I'd ask you ‘What's up with you, Mozzy? You're 
breathing so heavily.. Was that a particular sensitive spot? 

You would whimper softly, and | would whisper, ‘What is it? Too shy to moan?" and I'd start unbuttoning your 
shirt, slowly, talking to you. 

‘ve always wondered what your upper body would taste like.. 

Just this comment would be enough to send a shiver down your spine. I'd be satisfied to feel you tremble 
beneath my hands, lowering my head to place a soft kiss on your chest, rubbing my lips against that delicate 
skin, feeling your heart jump as | press one palm against the spot where it pounds. 


Morrissey had closed his eyes, his lips pressed toghether, refusing to look anywhere. 

“With my fingertips I'd stroke your chest in circles, feeling you hold your breath every time | come near your 
nipples. 

I'd be very curious about your reaction if | stroked you there, wondering if this part of your body is even 
more sensitive than your neck 

But I'd never let my fingers touch them, they'd always glide around ‘em, carefully avoiding those delicious, pink 
peaks that would have already hardened from anticipation 

Then I'd lower my head, bringing my lips very close to your nipples, my breath brushing over them. 

I'd feel you shudder involuntarily, you'd seem so overexcited, as if you would be touched for the first time. 
Noticing that you're somehow still too inhibited to make noises above the level of a whimper, I'd announce, ‘You 
won't stay this silent. I'll make you moan for me‘. 

Another quivering movement from you. | could make you squirm and gasp only with my words. That would 
turn me on so much. 

‘You're into dirty talk, honey”: I'd ask mockingly. ‘Let's see if you like this as well.. 

I'd close my lips around one of your nipples and suck gently. A strangled sound would escape you. 

I'd take my lips off your nipples. ‘What did you say? You have to be louder" 

Another lick with my tongue. 

You'd give a soft moan - and, coming from you, this unfamiliar noise would sound so sexy l'd moan in response 
against your nipple. 

‘That's it.. Keep moaning. Show me how much you enjoy this: 

I'd keep nibbling at your deliciously sensitive nipple while my other hand would find its way to the remaining 
one, massaging it with my roughened fingertips. 

Another loud gasp, followed by a passionate moan, 


Hearing your arousal would make me even horrier than before." 


Johnny brought his mouth closer to his band mate's ear - who lay absolutely still beneath him - almost 
touching it with his lips. 

"l'd skip further down, gently stimulating your belly button with the tip of my tongue, drawing adorable, soft 
sighs from you. 

Eager to provoke more of those reactions, my hand would travel down to the waistband of your tight jeans, 


slide beneath teasingly, without actual touching anything but that sensitive patch of skin below your waist, 


making you quiver violently and gasp out of excitement. 

I'd undo your belt, slowly, while my lips would move back to your jaw, then travel to your earlobe which I'd 
gently bite to distract you. 

‘Tell me; I'd breathe into your ear, ‘are you hard already? 

You'd just moan instead of answering, but still you'd resist the urge to buck your hips, to thrust up against 
me. 

‘Well, if you don't wanna tell me, | have to see for my own; I'd say and slide your jeans down to your knees 
without looking down. 

ld watch your face, eyes shut tightly, looking a little nervous. 

‘Relax, baby,’ I'd whisper and then I'd finally kiss you. 

I'd start it slowly and teasingly, a quick kiss to the corner of your mouth, then I'd rub my lips over yours 
ever-so-gently, occassionally licking your upper or lower lip, enjoying your reactions as you whimper softly, 
wanting more contact. 

ld press my lips onto yours, and now we're kissing tenderly, lovingly, chaste almost, and I'd feel your heart 
pound against my chest. 

You'd gasp as I'd slide my tongue between your lips, stroking them, and then you'd let me enter your mouth. 
My hand would slide down again as I'd kiss you intimately, making you crave for more." 


Johnny stopped a moment and looked down at Morrissey, whose eyes were still shut. lt seemed as if he held 
his breath. Johnny smirked and continued. 

“Slowly, very slowly l'd rub my hand through your underpants, massaging you with my palm, and you'd moan 
into the kiss, loud this time, which would make me go wild with lust. 

‘God, you're so hard..you just love this, don't you? I'd ask and then you'd thrust up into my hand, too turned 
on to speak, and this sight would be the hottest thing I've ever seen. 

I'd take my fingers to explore your length through the fabric, stroking and squeezing, rolling you in my hand, 
and you'd pant and moan, ‘Johnny. oh, Johnny.., fucking my hand, and I'd apply more pressure, stroking you 
faster and faster, wanting to make you come for me, your excited moans growing louder and louder, until - oh, 


well. 


Johnny suddenly interrupted his description 
“Nevermind.. You still are celibate, after all" 

Then he stood up from the bed. 

"Would you mind if | took a shower in your bathroom?" 


As Morrissey didn't respond, he said, “Alright then" and disappeared. 


Morrissey laid immobile on the bed, listening to the hot water stream behind the wall, feeling dizzy. 

As those soft, and, as he had to admit, very appealing moans of Johnny could be heard through the wall, more 
‘ah’ than ‘oh’, he cursed his band mate for exploiting his weakness for words and sounds. 

God knew why Johnny did that; Morrissey bet he didn't even take care of himself in the other room but only 
moaned loud enough for him to hear, just to tease him. 

When he heard a hoarse ‘Moz’, he shivered all over, freeing himself a little from the tension he had built up 
while repressing his reactions when Johnny had been on top of him. 


Morrissey sighed as he was reminded that ‘celibate’ and ‘asexual’ were not the same at all. 


